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Mechmed Hamdi and I rode up to see him. We made
no further exploration of the temple or its environs—I
think we had already been shown everything it is per-
mitted any unbeliever to see—but sat and "visited" with
him, on a stone bench in the upper courtyard, in the
shade of a mulberry tree, with our backs comfortably
against the wall.
Mechmed Hamdi had told me that while it was for-
bidden, at least theoretical!)', on pain of death to pro-
nounce the name of Shaitan, we might freely mention
their Satanic god by his other name, Melek Taos [Angel
Peacock]; and Nadir-Lugh, when he found me eager to
hear whatever he might be free to tell concerning the
cult he served, was amiable and loquacious. I discov-
ered that not only was a part, at least, of their doctrine
not secret, but that they taught it willingly and had
made native converts from other religions.
I had begun by asking Nadir-Lugh to tell us of their
great "saint" and founder, Sheik Adi, who lay buried in
the temple—but there was a preliminary point that he
was first determined to make clear to us.
"Do you believe in God?" he asked me with star-
tling directness—and it seemed to me the strangest of
questions, coming from a priest of Satan. I did not know
whether he wanted me to answer yes or no, so I replied
truthfully, that I supposed I did, but that I was not quite
sure what I meant by God.
<cWelI, we, of course, also believe in God," he told me;
"but our difference from all other religions is this—that
we know God is so far away that we can have no contact
with Him—and He, on his part, has no knowledge or
interest of any sort concerning human affairs. It is use-

